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" This Uncle Joe's a rebel," Buell insisted when the captain left us
to get his luggage. " He's a rebel sea captain from New England, and
he's got plenty of money, and that's something New England sea
captains don't have unless they've been up to no good. If Uncle Joe's
nursing ill-gotten gains, it's our duty to find out where he got 'em,
ain't it ? You know it is, Oliver ! I'd say Providence was taking a
personal interest in our affairs, Oliver. If she wasn't, we'd never V
found any way to use up that last two hundred thousand dollars I
struck off just before we left New York.'9

I had to admit that there was something in what he said.

Buell eyed me thoughtfully. " You don't have to stay with me and
Hynson if you don't want to, Oliver. Howe sent you over here to do
certain things, and you got to do 'em. I'm different. I'm free to do
my duty as I see it, even if it obliges me to drink a lot of rum I don't
want to drink, and suffer with hiccups something terrible."

" I was counting on you to find Mrs. Byles and Henrietta Dixon,"
I said. " How'll we contrive to live if we don't find 'em ? "

" Oliver," Buell said, '" I know what's in your mind, and I resent
it I ain't got the least bit of interest in those nut-brown maidens of
Uncle Joe's, except as a means to an end ; but I'm going to find out
where Uncle Joe gets all that English money, even if I have to get
drunk with every nut-brown maiden east of Greenwich."

CHAPTER   XLVIII
AMERICANS in London should wear red hats, Hynson had said, implying
that they were so numerous that Englishmen were lost among them ;
and when I climbed from our coach in Piccadilly Circus, leaving the
already drunken Hynson to depart with Buell for Mrs. Jump's estab-
lishment, I soon realised that Hynson hadn't exaggerated as much as
I'd thought.
My first thought was to report to Benjamin Thompson, as Howe
had told me to do ; but while I stood on the sidewalk, looking for
someone who might advise me, and trying to seem oblivious to the
hoarse and drunken directions as to how to find Mrs. Jump's that
Hynson bawled at me from the departing coach, I saw, among the
hurrying throng about me, a man and woman I had often seen in
Halifax; and while I watched them, trying to remember who they
were, the man greeted a passing acquaintance. The acquaintance was
Colonel Saltonstall, whom I knew slightly, and he was deep in con-
versation with a man I couldn't place, though I'd seen him a score of
times on Trernont Street. In the space of two minutes I saw Colonel
Saltonstall speak to half a dozen friends, all of them Bostonians. The